The law, the prophets, and the history,

But keep the song still in their memory:

Such an opinion, in due measure, made

Me this great office boldly to invade;

Nor could incomprehensibleness deter

Me from thus trying to imprison her,

Which when I saw that a strict grave could do,

I saw not why verse might not do so too.

Verse hath a middle nature; heav'n keeps souls.

The grave keeps bodies, verse the fame enrolls.
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*Tis loss to trust a tomb with such a guest,

Or to confine her in a marble chest,

Alas! what's marble, jet or porphyry,

Priz'd with the chrysolite of either eye,

Or with those pearls and rubies, which she was ?

Join the two Indies in one tomb, 5t is glass;

And so is all to her materials,

Though every inch were ten Escurials ;

Yet she's demolished; can we keep her thea

In worib of ha&ds, or of ti*e wits of mea ?

Can these memorials, rags of paper, give